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‘am never more dclightcd, than when I 
POCO: mect with an Opportunity to unveil obfcure 
2 1 S% Merit, and produce it into Notice: There 
my ~ being nothing that more eafily deceives us, 
Mes ets than Our Judgment on the Wit and Learn- 
* ing of a Cotemporary Writer, when we 
not our ute from our own Examination, but rely 

a the Authority of Publick Rumour. 

A pleafaiit Vein, a bufy, medling Talent, Acquaintance, 

¢ eferment, or any outward and accidental 

allethrow forward an afluming Trifler into 

id Popularity; While a geek and miodeft 

ted and unfam’d; becaufe-not One in Fifty, 

four Men of Fafhion, or of Quality, as they call them- 

feves, has an Underftandiag that is able to go alone. They 

gefore’d, therefore, to wait "till they have their Suftainer’s 

pinion to lean againft, before they dare venture upon 

the Praife, even of what they are inclinable to think 

yourably of, as far as poor, weak Wards, can prefume to 

ink at all, whofe Wits are out in Guardianfhip, and under 
ther Mens Difpofal. 

It is owing to the Multiplicity of thefe overgrown Infants, 
hat our Byes and Ears are fatigu’d by fuch Impertinence of 
niftaken Excominm. Infomuch, that, to thofe who in- 
fxd the Things and Perfons which are moft praifed amon 
is, we appear a Nation of Grotefque Thinkers, whofe Idea 0 
m Writers Excellence, like the Dutchmens Tafte of Paint- 
im, feems to be Nature, in a Fit of Diftortion, where 
Grimace is placed for Dignity. ; a 
‘By a Cuftom, that has prevailed. too much, fince the 
thearful Times of King Charles the Second, when they raa 


at 


maesaid the contrary Extreme to that which they had fuffer’d 


bh, and confounded the Serious with the Humorous, treating 
the moft folemn Subjeéts after a light and wanton Manner, 
we have eftablifhed a falfe Tafte of Wit, Which has infen- 
filly, like an unnoted Current, declin’d us from our right 
Courfe, and brought us fo far out of our Way, that it will 
fome Time before we find ourfelves reftored to our old 
Rclith——_—The flender Shape of the Modern Mufe, is 
made for becoming the Hoop-Petticoat; but there was a 
harming, majeftick Nakedrefs in that nervous Simplicity, 
and plain Soundness of Pathetick Nature, which went to the 
Hkarts of our Forefathers, without ftopping at their Fancy, 
or winding itfelf into thcir Underftanding, through a Maze 
of myftical Prettineffes. 
» But, though this venerable, undrefs'd Nature, is feldon 
to be met with Now; and has, indeed, been loft among 
Us, for above a Cenrury, it was fo frequent Two or Three 
hundred Years ago, that their loweft Clafs of Poets, the 
Compofers of our good Old Ballads, have left us fome of 
the nobleft Examples of the Sublime, in\ its’ moft ftriking 
Energy. But, inthe prefent Prattice, it is ftitled, as the 
Rima» Maid was, under the Oppreffion of Golden Ear-rings, 
Bracelets, Jewels, and ‘heap’d Heaviueffes of the Gothick 
Armory. Yet, now and then, we ftart upon it in the Writ- 
gs of obr Modern Poets; as I did, the other Day, in-an 
, On the Power of Mufick, which was written by a young 
Scoteh Gentleman, who has conveyed, in a naked Grandeur, 
aid in the utmoft Degree of Plainnefs, the following aweful 
Thought, which carries a Terror, that will fhake the Soul 
Ofevery attentive Reader. 


' Woen Living Men fhall die, and Dead Men live, 

dud Order %, again, to Chaos hurl d ; 

' Thou, Melody! fhalt ftill furvive, 

Ard tr‘umph o'er-the Ruins of the World ! 

A dreat{ut Trumpet, never heard before, 
By Angels never blown, ‘till then, 

Tinrugh all che Regions of the Air fhak roar, 
That 7ix¢ is now no more! | 


[Price Two-pence.] 


But the Accident, which has drawn mét Intu this Lamens 
tation for the Lofs of Nature, in our Works of Wit and 
Poetry, where fhe ought moft to fhew herfelf, is, Mv hav- 
ing taken up, ina late Perambulation, as I ftood upon the 
— of Primrofe-Hill, a torn Leaf of one of thofe Half-penny 
Mifcellanies, which are publifhed for the Ufe and Plea‘ure 
of our Nymphs of low Degree, and known by the Name of 
Garlands. ———- That Part of it, which firft caught my Eye, 
had its Turn alittle too Modern, as well in the Matter, as 
the Poetry, and celebrated’ the Midnight Triumphs of fome 
firaggling Female, of whom 1 had no Knowledge; but one, 
it fhould feem, of more Beauty. than Delicacy ; 


Who took the Place of Ladies bright, 

And with their Lords lay all the Night ! 
Wholpleas'd them with her Humour frees 
Oh! the charming Sally Sal'sbu-—tree! 


But 1 pafs‘d lightly over this Lyrick Fragment, as too 
ludicrous fora Perfon of my Gravity, and fell, unexpectedly, 
upon a Work, for fo I make no Scruple to call it, that de- 
ferves to live for Ever! And which (notwithfianding its 
Difguile of coarfe, brown Paper, almoft uninte!ligit-le Corrup- 
tions of Senfe, from the Blunders of the Prefs, with here 
and there an obfolete, low Phrafe, which I have alter’d for 
the clearer Explanation of the Author’s Meaning) is fo 
powerfully filled, throughout, with that Blood-curdling, 


na Influence, of Nature, working on our Paffions (which - 


Criticks call the Sublime) that I never met it ftronger im 
Homer himfelf; nor even in that prodigious Engli/) Genius, 
who has made the Greek our Countryman. ——— The fimple 
Title of this Piece was, 


Witiram, and MarcareT. ABALLAD. 


I. 
7 HE N Hope lay hufh'd in filent Night, 
And Woe was wrapp'd in Sleep, 
In glided Marg'ret’s pale ey'd Ghoft, 
And food at William’s Feet. 


Il. 


Her Face was like an April Sky, 
Dimm'd by a fcatt’ring Cloud : 

Her clay-cold, lily Hand, Kunee-high, 
Held up ber fable Shroud. 


III. 
So fhall the faireft Face appear; 
Wher Touth{ul Years are flown! 


Such the laft Robe, that Kings muff Wear, 
When Death deprives their Crown ! 


IV. 


Her Bloom was like the Morning Flw'r, 
_ That fips the Silver Dew: 
The ye bad budded, in her Cheek, 


ult op ning to the View. 
V. 


But.Love had, like the Canker-worm, 
Confum'd her tender Prime: 

The wy of Beauty pal d, and pin'd, 
Ana dyd before its Time. 


VI, Awatbe ! 
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| : Vi. = 
‘Anake! d, Thy true Love calls, 
Come Von Midnight Grave! 
Late, let thy Pity mourn a Wretch, 
Thy Love refus'd to fave. 
4 , Vil. 
This is the ahs fearful Hour, 
When injur'd Ghofts complain: 
‘And Lovers Tombs, five up their Dead, 
To haunt the faithlefs Swain. 
. VIII. 
Bethink thee, William! of ¢ 
aa Pledge of broken Truth : 
See the fad Leffon, thon haft taught 
My unfufpecting Touth ! 


IX. 
Why did you, firft, give Senfe of Charms 
Then woke ew ferfahe? . teats 
Why figh'd you for my Virgin Heart, — - 
Then left it, thus, to break? . 


Fault, 


Xx. ; 
Why did yon, prefent, pledge fuch Vows, 
Yet none, in Abfence, keep ? 
aid you, That my Eyes were bright, 
ct tanght ‘em first to weep? } 


Why did you praife my blufhing Lips 
Tet make He Scarlet pale? n 
And why, alas! did I, fond Maid! 
Believe the flatt'ring Tale ? 
. XI. i 
But, now, my Face no more is Fair ; oe ; 
My Lips retain no Red: a 
Fix'd are my Eyes, ia Death's Still Glare! 
And Love's vain Hope is 
| ee 
The hungry Worm my Partuer is: 
This Winding-Sheet my Drefs. 
‘Al long, and weary, Night must pafs, 
E’er Heaven allows Redre/s. . 


XIV. ie ; 
But. bark !—’Tis Day! —The Darkuefs flies : 
Come, fee, faife Adan! bow low She lies, 

. Who dy a for pitying You. 


" ‘ XV. ; 
The Birds fung out ; the Morning {mila ; 
“dnd Streak athe Sky with Red: ; 
Pale William /hook, in ev'ry Limb, 
And Started from his Bed. 


- : XVI. 
* Weeping, he fought the fatal Place, 
whee Marg ret’s Body /ay, 
And firetch d him der the Green-grafs Turf, 
That veil'd ber Breathie{s Clay. 


XVII. 
Thrice cal’d, unheard, om Marg ret s Name, 
And thrice be wept her Fate: 
Then laid his Cheek on ber cold Grave, 
Ana dya And lov d, too late. 


I am forry I am not able to acquaint my Reader with bis 
Name, to whom we owe this melancholy Piece of fiai(h'd 
Poetry, under the humble Title of a Balad. —-*— Such Bal- 
lads were the reverend Fragments of disjointed Homer, 
when they were. fung about the Streets of the Grecian 
Cities, before Lycurgus caufed the Lim»s to be affembled into 
Union; and fo piec’d, redeem’d, and confecrated them to 
the End of Time, as we now fee ‘em in his Hiad, —— Yet, 
the Common Fate of Merit is fo uacqual to its Claim, that 
one might almoft venture to conclude, That this great Ge- 
nius, whoever “he. was, lived voor, and died unknown ; in 
Want, perhaps, of Eafe .and Comfort, while he had Excel- 
lence, that merited a Nation’s Gratitude, for the Honour 
he might have lived to do it. . 

From an Air of impreffive Earneftoefs, that is diftin- 
guifhable through this Piece, I am of Opision, That it was 
tounded on théreal Hiftory of fome unhappy Woman of 
the Age the Author liv’d in, who had the Mi ne to die 
untimely by her Lover’s Infenfibility ; or, rather, By his 
Ingratitude,.- I pieafe myfeif with an Imagination, that 
this Seamer might be one of SéMefpear’s, A hundred worfe 
are imputed to him: And there is his pecular, folema 


Power to touch this ChurchYard Terror, very vifibie jg 4 
Ghoft of this Ballad. , 
Bat, whoever the Author was, his. Judgment appears 4 
have been as extraordinary as his Genius 5 as is finely yiguy 
in his Conduét of this little Poem. When the Ghoft 
lided in, aid ftands at\ the Bed’s Foot of the fee, 
ver, had the Speech n immediately, the Readet o» 
have been hurried too fa away from the Impreffion wr 
the Apparition was defign’d to make on him: He is, the 
fore, judicioufly detained in this Place by a Defcriptiog 
her Face and Pofture, fo ftrongly painted, that we pe, 
feem to fee her. And, oft a fhort Moral! Refleétion, wy. 
follows aptly in the Third Stanza, we are acquainted, , 
ing this artful Interval, with her Charaéter, her Youth, 
Beauty, and the Caufe of her norma, = Death: And, } 
that Time we are prepared, to know her, and to pity he 
the Speeth is open’d with this fharp and flartling Summ, 


Awake! fhe cryd,——— Thy true Love cals, 
Come from her Midnight Grave} a 


cig nothing was ever jufter, or more ftrikingly imagin'g 
than his Comparifon of the Ghoft’s Face, to an April Sy 
(which is, at beft, but faintly fhinitig, and is here maj 
fainter ftill, by a fcattering Cloud that. dims it) to the ¢, 
dow, as it were, or thin Refemblance of a Light not vifiy. 
This is an Image, fo true to the Meaning, fo Pcetical, 2, 
well-adapted, that it greatly deferyes Notice: As do. 
alfo, That Clay-cold, Lifly'Hand, that holds. up a (i 
Shroud! The Oppofition of the Shroud’s.Blackne(s, to th 
Lilly Whiteneis of the Hand, is.a delicate ; 
Stroke, and very judicioufly heighten’d by th 
Clay-cold, which makes us fhrink, as if we fel 
fo Strongly. ees 6 eo BARE a5 aid 
To. wake us from this Horror, in order to-make way f; 
that Pity, which he is preparing to move in™us, we are, } 
a fudden, yet almoft imperceptible, Tranfition, carrieday 
ey what fhe #, to what the was, before Love chang 
? ort . 


> Her Bloom was dike the. Morhing Flow’'r, 
| That Gps the Silver-Dew. © | 


Iam charm’d by a Stroke. in this {weet Simile, which! 
touch’d with fo mach: Delicacy, that -i¢ would go neart 
_ efcape the. Obfervation of any Reader, not skill'd in Poetry 
I will therefcre take Notice, Thather exact Time of Lif 


Sein direct!y pointed out by Zhe Morning Rofe, juft pening 
Pe I Dine Thee Ep TiO a ee eee Ge oe 


peculiarly juft and elegant: For, where a Flower isfu 
biown, the Dew-drops have free Admiffion, and are take 
in, as it were, by large Draughts; but a budding Flow 
receiving no Moifture, but.om its Edges, is, with the fine 
Propriety, {aidlito fip ir. : 

A Second excellent Simile is, That where he comparesa 
fecret Love in a Woman’s Heart, to the Canker-worm is 


a Bud, that fades and deftroys it: And this, again, hes they 


Air of Shakefpear, who has the fame Allufion for Grief it} 
one of. his Tragedies. There is fomething exqu fitel 
touching in that noble TendernefS of her Reproach, in the 
Eighth Stanza.—-—That Erotema, or Figure of Que/ticn’ 
which takes up the Ninth, Tenth, and Eleventh, is purfue 
with the moft pathetick Emphafis; and, at laft, broke o 
with an Apofiopefis, fo natural, and fo moving, that I have 
feldom feen a Beauty more diftiriguifhable. It is where, 
after all thofe paffionate Why's, with which fhe has beet 
upbraiding her Loyer’s Falfhood, fhe interrupts them, 

a fudden, with this Self-accufing Queftion, which ftrikes out 
the Moral too, ia a furprizing Flafh of Warning, where 
was leaft to be expefted ; _ 


And why, alas! did I, fond Maid! 
Believe the flatt ring Tale? 


But it were endlefs. to particularize the Beauties of this 
charming Ballad. The whole may be faid to be onc com 
tinued Beauty! And, I believe, it will pot be poffivle for 
any ferious Reader to perufe, or hear it, without Emotions 
in his Blood, that will fpeak more in its due Praife, than 
the moft regular Critick on it. . 

It is a plain and noble Mafterpiece of the #atural Way at 
Writing, without Turns, Points, Conteits, Flights, Rar 
tures, or Affeétation of what Kind foever. ft fhakes the 
Heart by the mere Effeé of its own Streegth and Paffionate- 
nels; unaffifted by thofe flaming Ornaments, which ® 
often dazle, as difplay, in Poetry. This was owing to th 
Author’s Native Force of Genius; For they, who concei¥’ 
a Thought diftin@ly, will, of Neceffity, exprefs it piaialy, 
becaufe, out of the Words which arife, and offer themicive 
to embody a fhadow’d Meaning, they find no Ue for U¢ 


Supertiuous, but to darken, and confound their Purpote. 
ad 
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